A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES                        97

"You must ask them that yourself. You can hardly expect me to
soil my lips. ... It is bad enough to have to listen to such things.
But if it is absolutely necessary, if you insist on rny being present, I
will find the needful courage in that icve which I have vowed to all
of you, and especially to you, Michele. ... Oh, you can laugh if
you like! But I have never loved you so fondly as at this moment'*

A few tears started to her eyes. She was careful to wipe them away
only when she was sure that we were looking.

My father, without the slightest show of heat, told me to go and
fetch the Vignottes.

Vignotte came in holding his beret in his hand. His right eye,
which had received a charge of slugs out shooting, was closed. The
other had a sort of look of concentrated stupidity. Round his mouth
with its few stumps of decayed teeth was a growth of untrimmed
beard. He was bandy-legged. He had left his wooden clogs in the
hall, and padded through the half-open door, his feet encased in list
slippers which flapped as he walked. No one had heard him enter.
We just turned our heads, and there he was, obsequious, grinning,
stinking of sweat and garlic.

He realized what was in the wind as soon as he had crossed the
threshold. My father ordered me out of the room, and told Michele,
very gently, to go upstairs and wait until she was summoned. I went
to the drawing-room, but stayed near the door in a state of con-
siderable excitement. My chief sensation, I remember, was one of
rather shamefaced hope. Michele and Jean were going to be
separated. My function would be to act as the link between them.
They would be able to communicate only when I was willing, and
under my supervision. I had no very clear idea of all this: I just felt
it, sensed it with extreme vividness. I had run like a mad creature to
find Vignotte, and had hurried back with him. Though haste was
no part of that prudent man's make-up, I had made him follow me
at once without giving him time even to put on his "overthings"
(as he called his jacket). Now I could hear him through the door.

"I never said no such thing. ... I sees what I sees.. .. Not but
wfaat I was in that there 'ut all right.... I can't tell *ow long they'd